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The comicall Hiftorie of 

or good lamcelet Iobbe , vfe your legges, take the ftart, runnej. 
way, my confidence fayesno; take heede honeft Launcelet, t a l< e 
heede honeft Iobbe , or as afore-fiiide honeft Launcelet Iobbe, doe 
not runne, fcorne running with thy hecles 5 well, the meftcora- 
gious fiend bids me packed fayes the fiend, away Caves the fiend' 
for the heauens roufc vp a braue mindc fayes the fiend, and runne; 
well, my confidence hanging about the neckc of my heart, f aye l 
very wifely to mee : my honeft friend Lamcelet beeing an honed 
mansfonne, or rather an honeft womans tonne, forindeedemy 
Father did fomething fmackc, fomething grow to 5 he had a kinds 
oftaft jwell, my confidence fayes Launcelet bougenot, bou°e fives 
the fiend, bouge not fiiyes my confidence, confcience fay I you 
counfaile wcl, fiend lay I you counlaile well,to be ruld by my con- 
fidence, I fttould ftay with the Iewe my Maifter, (who God blefle 
the marke) is a kindc of deuill 5 and to runne away from the Iewe I 
mould be ruled by the fien d, who fouing your rcuerence is the de- 
uill himfelfe: ccrtaincly the Iewe is the very deuill incarnation, and 
in my confcience, my confcience is butakinde of hard confci- 
ence, to offer to counfaile mee to ftay with the Iewe; the fiend 
giues the more friendly counfaile: I will runne fiend, my hecks 
are at your commaundement, I will runne. 

* 

Enter old Gobbo with a basket. 

Cobbo. Maifter young-man, you I pray you, which is the way 
to Maifter Icwes? 1 

L amceUt. O heauens, this is my true begotten Father, who be- 
mg , more theiv faadblincfe, high graucll blindc, knowes me nor, I 
Will try confuhons with him. 

toMaifter^ew^r J, ° Un ^ Gentleman,! P ra y y ot » which is the way 

Lamcelet, Turne vp on your right hand at the next turning, 
but at the next turning ofailonyourleft; marry at the very next 

lUrning turneof no hand, but turne downe indirectly to the Jewes 
houfe. } 


Qobbt>. Be.^|fIsfonties twill be a hard way to liit, can you tel! 
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the Merchant of Venice . 

m<e whether one Lamcelet that dwels with him, dwell with him 

° Lamcelet. Talke you ofyoung Maifter Launcelet > 'marke mee 
nowe, nowe willlraife the waters; talke you of young Maifter 

Lamcelet. . 

Gobbo. No Maifter fir, but a poore mans Sonne, his Father 
thoughlfay’tis an honeft exceeding poore man, andGodbcc 
thanked well to liue. 

Lamce. Well, let his Father be what a will, wee talke ofyoung 
Maifter Lamcelet. 

Gob. Your worlhips friend and Lamcelet fir. 

Lamce. ButI pray you ergo olde man, ergo I befcech you, talke 
you ofyoung Maifter Lamcetet. 

Gob. Of Launcelet ant pi cafe your maifterlhip. 

Lamce. Ergo Maifter Lamcelet , talke not of maifter Lamcelet 
Father, for the young Gentleman according to fates and deftc- 
nies, and fuch odd fayings, the fitters three, and fuch braunches of 
learning, is indeede deccafed, or as you would fay in plainc termes, 
gonetoheauen. 

gobbo. Marry God forbid, the boy was the veryftafre of my 
age, my very prop. 

Lamcelet. Doe I lookc like a cudgcll or a houcll port, a Italic, 
or a prop s doe you know me Father. 

Gobbo. Alacke the day, Iknowe you not young Gentleman, 
but I pray you tell mee, is my boy GOD reft his foule aliue os 
dead. 

Launcelet. Doe you not know me Father. 

Gobbo. Alack fir I am fand blind, 1 know you not. 

Launcelet. Nay, in deede if you had your eyes you might fayle 
of the knowing race: it is a wife Father that knowes his ovvne 
childe. Well, oldc man, I will tell you newesofyourfonne, giue 
mee your blcffing, trueth will come to light, muder cannot bee 
hidde long, araannes Sonne may, but in the ende trueth will 
out. 

Gobbo. Pray you fir ftand vp , I am fure you are not Lamcelet 
my boy. 
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